taste a little like oil for a drink or two. But you boys
w0n?t notice it after that."

"Naw, soli/5 the negroes agreed In chores. One took

the cup and wiped it out with the corner of his rcoat,

they too drank in turn, with smacking expulsions

of breath. Bayard replaced the cap and got in the car,

"Anybody want another right now?" Hub asked,
poising the corn cob,

"Give Mitch another," Bayard directed. "Hell have
to catch up."

Mitch drank again. Then Bayard toot the jug and
tilted it. The others watched him respectfully.

"Dam'f he don?t drink it," Mitch murmured. "I'd
be afraid to hit it so often5 if I was you."

"It's my damned head." Bayard lowered the jug
and passed it to Hub. "I keep thinking another drink
will ease it off some."

"Doc put that bandage on too tight/9 Hub said.
"Want it loosened some?"

"I don't know/9 Bayard lit another cigarette and
threw the match away. "I believe 111 take it off. It's
been on there long enough/* He raised his hands and
fumbled at the bandage.

"You better let it alone/9 Mitch warned him. But
he continued to fumble at the fastening; then he slid
his fingers beneath a turn of the cloth and tugged
at it savagely. One of the negroes leaned forward with
a pocket knife and severed it, and they watched him as
he stripped it off and flung it away.

"You ought not to done that/5 Mitch told him.

"Ah5 let Mm take it off if he wants," Hub said.
**He*s all right/' He got in and stowed the jug away
between his kneesf and Bayard turned the car about*
The sandy road hissed beneath the broad tires of it
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